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Whitney Fox

The Name Game

A

T AGE THIRTY-FIVE, JUDITH WONDERS AT THE

possibility of love. For her, life is looking into the
face of everyone she walks by, considering if they
could be her friend. The absence of love in her life has
been replaced by an activity that is surrogate for all passions and motherly tendencies. She has a talent for naming things. She enters drawings across the country for
naming civic centers, desserts, and inventions. All her
inventor friends find this quality particularly charming
and useful. She won a toaster in Kansas City, MO, for
naming a kitchen utensil, a type of spoon that scrapes as
it stirs. She named it "The Spooner," because the tool
reminded her of the time she was caught "spooning" with
Fred Schwartz in the basement of her house in high school.
In Grapevine, TX, she won two pairs of tickets to see
Donovan in concert, and she remodeled her bathroom
when she picked the winning name for the arena where
the Super Sonics play. She has spent her life traveling,
naming, and remodeling. All this has not earned her many
friends, or respect from people in high places.
8

n s c a p e
The few friends she has consider "naming" her sole
talent, a sort of gift from God or someone, as a compensation for her pointed nose and bruised-apple-shaped
head. She spends much of her time reading-underlining
catchy phrases in Reader's Digest, Better Homes and Gardens, Popular Mechanics. She subscribes to and reads all
the slicks: Atlantic Monthly, The New Yorker, Time. She
chinks about being a writer, chat if she could name several
things in a paragraph, she'd be on her way with the luck
that has protected her since birth. With luck, any magazine would publish her work. They would recognize how
tightly her sentences were linked together, how each word,
each letter, had been picked as if selecting tomatoes at a
roadside stand. She knows she's not brilliant as far as plots
go, but if she could just select one word at a time, let the
sentences spring out of each other, the stories would write
themselves. Diction has been her means of survival for
her entire life. Surely no glossy could pass up such treasured prose.
I wish I could cell you her first story was accepted
with a handwritten note from the editor of Time. I wish I
could cell you she sold her conglomerate house and
moved to New York so she could be closer to her editor,
chat he suggested the transition so they wouldn't waste so
much money on postage. I wish chis story followed: she
not only wrote prose, but she flew to Siberia and wrote
articles on location, articles about ping-pong and the
mustards of Germany. Not only lauded for her descriptive
prowess, Judith won medals for her writing's justice
among indigenous people of the world, children of the
ghettos, and all the Girl Scouts who, before Judith's sensational coverage, had been applauded only for reaching
their quota of cookie sales.
What might have happened is this:
Judith gets a job writing fortunes for the Wing Chee
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Fortune Cookie Company based in San Francisco. Rather
than moving co California, Judith commutes from a
Nevada border town for the traffic/desert experience.
She wants to see if California is what she imagined: one
big city with various "Welcome to ... " signs along the
spiderweb of highway linking it with the rest of the
world. She makes friends with astrologers who teach her
the cosmic secrets of fortune-telling. She begins dyeing
jewel-coned streaks in her hair and signing all personal
correspondence "Shalom." The world of fantasy and
fortune cookies begins co cake over her life, and she
sleeps with ropes of garlic under her pillow; she doesn't
do laundry until Capricorn is in the moon of Cancer. She
falls in love with and marries a Tarot card reader, Charlie,
who moonlights as a Red Cross volunteer and fierce
Canasta player.
Or it could've happened like this:
Judith gets a job writing fortunes for the Wing Chee
Fortune Cookie Company in San Francisco. On her first
weekend in the city, she finds herself among the stacks at
the City Lights Bookshop where the Beat generation grew
up. In the nineteenth-century literature section, holding a
volume of Emily Dickinson's complete works, she begins
talking co Simon Lovitz, a Brigham Young University
English professor, who relates co her his experience of one
year previous in the same bookstore.
"I was standing right here," Simon points with a
curled hand co the bookshelf, "the day Allen Ginsberg
died. " Judith gasps. "I was the only person in the score and
Lawrence Ferlinghetti was doing a reading right over
there." He points co an open door at the end of the bookstore. The door is framed by posters of poetry readings and
book signings around San Francisco. Through the door,
Judith can see beams of mellow ash wood and New-Age
colored walls. "He was reading some of Ginsberg's poems
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in a reverent tone. le was very contrary to the spirit in which
they were conceived." Judith is impressed by Simon's controlled diction and the feminine crescendoes and decrescendoes of his sentences. "Suddenly, two men from
Channel Seven news were in my face, one holding a blinding light on a stick, the ocher balancing a camera on his
shoulder, asking me questions. le was rather eerie, being
asked questions by a camera, nor by a person." Simon gives
Judith rime to conjure chis image. "Once they found our I
was an English professor at a conservative school such as
Brigham Young, they drilled me on the appropriateness of
Ginsberg's poetry, then what my personal opinion was of
the man, and finally, how I caught some of the more difficulc phrases like 'harlequin speech of suicide' and 'pubic
beards' to my undergrads. le really was frightening." Judith
feels herself wanting to put a hand on Simon's shoulder. "I
don't remember what I said; I was all nerves. Here I am, in
San Francisco for the second rime in my life, and all of a
sudden I'm eulogizing Allen Ginsberg on behalf of America. How do I know what he meant as a symbol of postmodern thought? My interest is the Victorian era!" Judith
drops che Dickinson and picks it up. Something about her
face provokes Simon's narration. "So I go back to my hotel,
I'm only in town for a conference, and I sic down on the
bed. There on che television I see chis same balding head,
these same glasses, glaring back at me from the screen. I'm
earing an orange, watching myself on some foreign city's
news at eleven, chinking, 'This is the strangest day of my
life.'" Judith smiles at Simon, thanks him for the recollection, and hands him her business card from Wing Chee.
"If you ever decide to write a book about chis, lee me know.
I'm fascinated by your story." She trades the Dickinson for
some Hemingway, and walks our.
Judi ch spends the rest of her time in San Francisco
adopting the "California lifestyle," which includes lots of
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fresh vegetables and breezy clothing-if not for the sake
of California's reality, then for the image she wants to
retain in her mind when she moves away.
What actually happens is this:
Judith remains in Indiana with her cat, Schwing, and
types a story daily. From various entries and winnings she
meets people from all over the country who inform her of
naming competitions in their towns. She continues the
process of inspiration with each entry: sitting in her living
room, now a shade of burnished taupe, scribbling all possible connections with the object being named on a sheet
of butcher paper taped to the coffee table. With a red
marker, she crosses out the obvious losers. Words that produce a feeling of suspicion get cut. She meditates for a
minute on whatever is left and writes the remainders on a
three by five card. She then sets the three by five card on
her bathroom mirror, wedged between the aluminum rim
and glass and considers what will be the final name each
time she brushes her hair or teeth or uses the bathroom.
When she feels good about it, when she knows she can't go
wrong with her submission, she sends the words away on
the entry form. Then she proceeds to the next competition
due, or whichever looks the most interesting. For instance,
she'd choose "Name This Fruit Drink" with an enclosed
packet of pink powder, to which she adds sugar and water,
before she'd work on "Name This Piece of Military
Artillery." Her favorite contests are always "Name This
Baby" with an enclosed photograph and bubbly exclamations of size and weight from the recent mother and father
written on the back. She has less time to figure out those
entries, so she faxes her answers from the local copy shop,
hoping that she'll receive a confirmation fax from the overjoyed parent who just found the name for their darling in
her letter.
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Grounded

M

ONDAY. ]EREMY AND DANIEL DIDN'T SHOW UP

to school. Dan was my best friend, which is a
bit weird because I'm a girl. Normally, I
wouldn't be bothered at all by the fact that he didn't
show up, but he had my ball and we always play at recess .
Some of the kids wouldn't let me play before because I'm
a girl, but that stopped when I brought my own ball.
Then they decided that I looked like a boy with my short
hair and I played okay, so I was in. At recess all the boys
were mad at me because I didn't have the red ball and we
had to play with one of the orange, flat balls from school.
We lived on Fidalgo Island, but it was only technically an island. It is surrounded on all sides by water, but
there's a bridge to the mainland. Fidalgo Island is a lumpy
bit of land covered with evergreens and lakes. A small
town, Anacortes, takes up one third of the island. I've
been here fourteen long months-long like years. That
means fourteen months of rain, fourteen months of
nothing to do but hang out at the smokey bowling alley,
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fourteen months of less-than-new movies in the cheater
converted from an old Baptist church and fourteen
months of wandering the beaches like a Victorian maid,
wringing my hands and wailing for a lover lose at seawhen there's nothing else to do. Someone saw me once,
Jason, the kid next door. He's kind of mean. He's one of
the ones chat didn't want me to play ball with chem because
I was a girl. So, of course, I had to fudge a bit or he would
cell everyone I was weird. So I cold him I was singing
beer-drinkin' songs char my uncle had taught me-and I
sang one:

Well, I smoke my pipe and I drink my beer
Until my belly goes way out here.
He was impressed. Idiot.
This is the longest we've ever been in one place.
We've always moved. Ir's the one constant thing in our
family-we move, regularly. We will be moving in a
week to Maryland where the Navy has a station. Dad will
be working on the base evaluating the training of the new
recruits. Right now, he works at the naval base in Oak
Harbor, the next island over.
I came home from school and went straight into my
bedroom to put down my books. The phone rang and I
ran down the long hall past the overdone seascapes on the
wall and into my parents' room to pick it up. On the
third ring, I dove across the bed and grabbed the receiver.
Ir was Auntie Bev, our next-door neighbor. She wasn't
really our aunt, but she insisted chat the kids in the
neighborhood call her aunt. She was a dumpy old lady
who was obsessed with disease. She was a nurse before she
retired, so it made sense.
"Hello, Auntie Bev. How is today for you?" I said.
"Oh goodness! Is chis Melissa? It's been a bad day
today. It's so hot chat my body aches, and I'm soaked." I
lay back on the pillows and stared at the ceiling. Bev
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continued to talk, her voice sounding like the lady on the
AM radio. I scarred to count the slats in the closet doors.
"I can't even wear a bra because it's so hot and sticky
today-too many layers. I'm just wearing that orange
house dress your mother made for me. Who is chis?" she
said.
"Lissa," I said.
"Isn't your mot h er at home.,"
"Yes ... "

"Well get her, dear," Bev said. I went for my mother,
who was out in the side yard looking after the roses. She
thought it a bit silly co walk all che way around the house
to talk on the phone with a lady who lives next door. Our
rose bushes are in the side yard right next to Auntie Bev's.
"Modern inconvenience," she said. My mother is a
wonderful woman. Occasionally she says to me, "Let's go
to the beach." She calls the middle school and cells chem
chat I won't be attending chat day and we go to the beach
instead. She has kept me sane through all of the moves. I
suspect that she would say the same about me if a cwelveyear-old can keep an adult sane. They say it usually goes
the ocher way around, you know, twelve-year-olds keeping adults insane.
Tuesday, Daniel and Jeremy didn't come to school
either. I began to wonder ifl was ever going to see my ball
again. Did they move? No. On the way to school I saw
their stepfather's car. Just as the bus turned off the main
road and approached Briar Circle, he pulled out from
behind and sped off down the main road. Maybe they're
sick. I hope not; I'm getting lonely. It's hard for me to
make friends. I never got used to moving; after the first
ten times, I gave up. Dan and Jem befriended me. They
had watched me collect worms one day before school.
It had rained-not a surprising thing for Washingtonand the ground was wee chat morning. Worms were all
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over the sidewalk. I had started just throwing them off the
sidewalk into the rich soil to save their lives but picked
out a few that I wanted to keep because they were so big.
Daniel had watched a bit with his brother before he asked
me if I was going fishing with them. I said I'd never gone
fishing but that I'd like to and thank you for inviting me.
I was being sarcastic, as my mother puts it; it's the best
way to be left alone. But they took me up on it, and we
went the next day.
After school, I decided to walk home so I could stop
by Dan's. At least I would find out what was going on.
Their house was on Boston Street at the very end. Right
next door was an empty field where we would look for
worms to go fishing-it's really muddy. Their house was
plain but clean, a one-story wooden house, beige with
dark-brown trim. Their lawn was always mowed short
and was green, but they had no flowers or trees. I checked
in the garage window for cars. Their mother's little brown
Datsun was gone, but their stepdad's white Toyota was
parked in the middle of the garage. There were puddles of
water around the car so it must have just returned home
from driving in the rain.
I lowered myself down to the ground and leaned
against the garage. Their stepdad made me nervous; it
wasn't something so much noticed as sensed. He seemed
really nice-he bought us pizza and joked with all of us.
He would tease Daniel about having a girlfriend and talk
about kissing. The boys never talked about him. One day,
I came over to play. Jem answered the door. His eyes were
red and he sniffled a little. He said he wasn't crying, and I
hadn't even asked. He shouted for Daniel and ran down
the hall. I heard him in the kitchen asking if he and Dan
could play. They came out to the living room and we
played games from their games closet. We stayed at their
house because their mother wanted them to be home. We
were laughing when the front door opened.
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'Tm home!" said their stepfather. "I've brought
pizza." He walked into the living room, grabbed the
feather duster and began tickling me with ic. I was laughing when I noticed chat Daniel and Jeremy weren't.
Daniel looked angry and Jeremy bit his lower lip and
looked at his hands. Lacer, when I asked Dan what chat
was all about, he wouldn't say anything ocher than, "He's
a jerk." He never talked about his stepfather after chat.
Once aware of the tension, it was easy to pick out of
harmless conversations. The boys' silence, their mother's
fast whistling, their father's bad jokes at night-they were
all clues. That is why I debated so long about ringing
their doorbell. I decided to ring it and see.
I followed the curve of the sidewalk through the neat
square of lawn. Standing at their doorstep felt like standing on the stage for the school play again . I knocked
instead of ringing and waited. No one came. I couldn't
hear any noise inside the house, though their father
should have been home since his car was. He's not prone
to caking walks around the neighborhood. There wasn't a
sound until I turned and started to walk away. I heard a
sort of thumping like a cat jumping off a cupboard or
knocking books over. I didn't know what it could be, so I
went home. Anyways, it certainly wasn't someone opening the door or shouting "Come in!"
~

"Hello, Auntie Bev. How are you?" I said.
"It's a bad day, a bad day. My temperature has really
been up. I'm soaked. I'm on Tegratol until they switch my
meds, you know," Bev said. I was back to counting wood
slats in the closet doors. I swear I muse have counted
chem every day; she called every day. The closet door was
open so I categorized my mother's cloches by color. I
never noticed before chat everything was either blue or
green. There is one red dress.
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"My home nurse stopped by today and took my
blood, and I don't know what I'm going to do. My
physical therapy is screwing up my arm. Ir's black and
blue and green and yellow and stuff. I don't think it will
ever heal. Yes, it will never be the same."
"Would you like to speak to my mother?" I said.
"Melissa! I call to speak to you, too; I like to know
how you are doing, too! How are you?" she said. I could
hear the vacuum that Mom was using on the car through
the open window and through the phone. My mother
was right; it was strange to talk to someone on the telephone who lived so close.
'Tm fine. How are yo u?" I said. I propped a pillow
against the headboard of the bed and flipped a corner of
the blanket over my legs.
"Oh, not so good. Isn't your mother at home?" Bev
said.
"Yes."
"Well, fetch her for me. I'll wait," said Bev. Rolling
my eyes had become an art form. My mother said that it's
not a good idea to do it when you talk on the phone
because you get in the habit and then you might slip
someday when you are talking face-to-face with someone.
I indulged myself and "fetched" my mother.
Wednesday. For the third day Daniel and Jeremy
didn't come to school. I started to worry. They're my best
friends. What if we move without saying goodbye? What
if they ran away? They would have told me so I could
have gone with them. I decided to walk home again and
stop by their house. Again, their mother's car was gone,
and their dad's car was parked in the middle of the garage.
Walking up to the front porch seemed to take a long
time. Their house is visible from all the other houses in
the neighborhood. I felt like all the ladies on the block
were in their front rooms staring at me and talking on the
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phone with one another about my dirty jeans and short
hair.
"That McEntire girl doesn't look like a girl at all."
"Her father is in the army, you know. "
"It shows. Doesn't she have a mother?"
I turned the voices off inside my head and knocked
on the door. Waiting always takes longer when you wait
for something that's not guaranteed to come. I made
myself stand there two minutes longer than I wanted to.
Then I heard that cat sound again but much louder. It
was a thumping. It wasn't sharp enough to be a hammer
and nail but had that same sort of power in it.
I knocked again. The thumping ceased and I stood
there with all the gossiping crowd at my back. I heard
footsteps and backed away a couple of feet from the door.
My father says it's polite ro step back. The stepfather
opened the door and stood smiling down at me.
"Hi, Melissa," he said. "What can I do for you?"
"I was wondering if Daniel and Jeremy are okay," I
said, suddenly very awkward in the face of his smile.
He noticed my fidgety hands and stretched his smile
wide.
"It's hard to talk to adults you don't know very well,
isn't it?" he said and rested a hand on my shoulder. It was
heavy and large and pulled my shoulder down like my
backpack when it is full.
"Yes," I said. "I was wondering if they're okay because
they haven't been to school."
"Of course. They've both been grounded but will
return to school soon."
"Oh. Can I see them? Should I get their homework
assignments for them?" I said, looking behind him into
the entryway. It was usually quite neat. But there were lette~s piled on the small cherry table by the hall mirror and
assorted coats on the floor by the coat closet. The hat stand
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in the corner had a man's coat on it which was weird
because Dan's mom never let anyone hang anything on it.
It was only for decoration or for guests to use. They don't
usually have guests. I didn't count.
"No, on both counts," he said.
"Huh?" I said.
"That was no, twice. I'm sorry; you can't see chem,
and they don't need their homework assignments-but
thank you," he said. He took his hand off my shoulder
and stepped back into the house. Before he could close
the door, I said, "Do you have a cat?" I don't know why I
asked; I know they don't because their mother is allergic
to them.
He pulled the door back open quickly and looked at
me. His smile still hung about the corners of his mouth,
but he narrowed his eyes. "We've never had a cat; we can't
have them," he said. "Why?"
I no longer felt comfortable, and I probably should
have stopped there, but I didn't. "I was here yesterday,
and when I knocked I heard a sound like a cat playing." I
continued to fill the silence because it was uncomfortable.
I looked for something silly to say, to erase that pointed
look. "Our cat always gets on the top bookshelf and
knocks the books off; chat's what it sounded like. Cats are
better outside."
He looked down at me and laughed. "Well, we did
get a new puppy. It's not ours; we're watching it for a
friend."
"Oh. Can I see it? What kind is it?" I said, though I
just wanted to leave.
"No. I need to gee back to work. Goodbye. I'll cell
Daniel you came by."
"And Jeremy, too," I said. "He would be offended if I
didn't stop by for him, too."
"Okay, Jeremy, too," he said and closed the door.
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At home, I walked in the door as the phone was ringing. I wondered if Bev just waited until she saw me walking
up the driveway.
"Hello, Bev. How are you?" I said.
"Auntie Bev, to you. Noc so well. Somebody called
about the house but I was coo sick to talk to them. I told
chem to call back later. I have to move probably." My
mother's closet was open so I counted the dresses again.
The red dress was gone; she must have been wearing chat.
It's Wednesday so she's probably at a meeting. "Poor
James, I don't chink he left me much for money, but the
lawyer is writing some papers to get me into the bank
account. Poor James, I'm glad he's dead; it was awfully
painful. But I miss him. Yesterday, I was crying and crying my knees out."
"Don't you mean crying your eyes out?" I said.
"What did I say?" said Bev.
"Knees, crying your knees out," I said.
"Oh. It's a saying from my mother. It means crying so
hard you're bent over co your knees," Bev said. "Do you
understand?"
"Sure."
''I've sure been weepy these last few days, but it's okay.
I'm okay. I'm just fine. There's not a thing wrong with
your aunt. I've got good neighbors and a bank account
and I'm fine." Bev sounded shaky; my mother could get
home before she got off the phone. "I'll gee chat bank
account with my lawyer. I'm just a little lonely for James;
I'm lonely, oh but I'm lonely. There's no one to talk
co."
I wondered if I should say that I had to cake something out of the oven. I would be fudging, but I could be
on chat phone for hours; when Bev started rambling on
about death she usually talked a long time. Lase rime, I
did half my math homework before my mother came and
21
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rescued me. le didn't help chat no matter what their stepdad said I still felt like Daniel and Jeremy were missing.
"Well, cell your mother ... she's at a meeting, right?"
"Yes."
"Tell her co call me or come over."
"Okay," I said. "She'll probably come over."
Lacer chat evening, I found my mother in the living
room. Dad was staying lace on the base in Oak Harbor. I
walked in and sac beside her on che couch. I leaned my
head on her shoulder and looked at her book.
"Mom, can parents ground kids from school? Isn't it
the law for kids co go?" I said.
"Yes, if they're underage."
"Is underage under eighteen?" I said.
"Yes." She put down her book and leaned against the
couch so she could look at me.
"Daniel and Jeremy haven't been co school for three
days. I went over there yesterday, the day before, and
today. Their mother wasn't home; yesterday their step dad
was there, but he wouldn't answer the door. Ac least his
car was there. Today, he answered the door but wouldn't
lee me in." I switched positions on the couch so I was
leaning against her and looking at the picture above the
piano. It was some Impressionist thing with pastel colors;
ic came with che house. Mocher didn't like it because it
was boring. "He said they were grounded and couldn't
come co school, but you cold me kids have co. "
"Yes, they do. Are you worried about chem?" she said.
"Well, I don't like him and I don't chink he likes
chem. They aren't his; he has no reason co," I said.
Mother put her arm around me and laughed a little.
"They are his kids by marriage. What are you chinking?
Don't gee carried away. He's a pretty normal type."
"Mom, I think he comes across that way. He's very
nice co me, but sometimes it's very uncomfortable at their
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house." I explained co her about the first time I felt chat.
"If they are not in school by Friday, will you try co find
out why for me?"
"Well, I can try. le really isn't any of our business, so
I'd have co be careful," she said.
They still weren't in school on Thursday and I wanted
co stop by their house again on the way home, but I didn't
want co see their dad. Besides, he might get upset ifl was
always dropping by. My mother was in the garage when I
got home. She called through the doorway, "Were they at
school?"
"No," I said. I walked into the garage and sat on the
bumper of her car. She stopped sorting through a box co
turn and look at me.
"Did you stop by their house today?" she said.
"No, I didn't want co talk to their dad," I said. "Yesterday was enough." I could hear the phone ringing inside so
I got up.
"It's Bev. I'll be right there," my mother said. I ran
into the house and picked up the phone.
"I was wondering if you were going co get the phone
or not," Bev said. "Today is not a good day. I've just been
chinking about my dear James all day. He was a good
1nan, wasn't he?"
"I didn't know him," I said.
"Of course you did. He was a good man, wasn't he?"
"Yes, he was," I said and sat down at the dining room
cable. I ran my fingers along the crack between the two
pieces of the cable.
"I was there when he died, you know. I stayed the
whole day with him because I knew he was going. He
needed me; I just couldn't leave him though I was so
tired. I did cake a short nap in the afternoon but was
right there when he passed away at one minute after
eight. le will be two years on Saturday." There was some
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mail on the cable so I started looking through it. A catalogue looked most interesting.
"I knew he was going. He struggled though and held
on. He had to wait for Gwen to gee there, but even once
she was there, he still held on for another day. Then he
slipped away." When she said "slipped, " her voice went
soprano or something. I wanted to laugh. The catalogue
was full of sports equipment and computers but it was
very expensive. It was addressed to the former occupant of
our house, a Mr. Robert Twitchell. "And now chat he's
gone, I'm going to want to be gone, too. Last two years
have been horrible. Worse and worse it gets. We'll see
what the good Lord would have me do." Where is my
mother? She must have forgotten.
I said, "My mother's in the garage, Auntie Bev. I don't
chink she knows char you've called. I'll cell her."
"Oh, don't worry. She's here, walked in the door a
minute ago. Bye," she said.
Friday. Another lonely day. Parents can't ground kids
from school. Ir's against the law. After school, I walked co
Daniel's through the marsh behind the school. This was a
bad idea because it had just rained the night before. The
great thing about Washington is that a statement like char
can be true 363 rimes out of 365. About halfway through
the marsh, I stumbled and landed on my hands and knees
in the mud. Mucky water splashed up in my face. le
casted gritty and somewhat appealing, like newly picked
carrots. I hadn't once made it through the marsh without
slipping. Why did I keep crying? Maybe it has to do with
the look of alarm and concern char I get from my mother
when I come through the door covered with scratches
and mud. Using some grass and dried reeds, I wiped off
what mud I could.
When I arrived at Dan's, I checked the garage. le was
empty. Now what? I decided to sit on the porch and wait
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until they got home. I wanted to find out at least how
long they were going to be grounded and if I could see
them before we moved. What had they done to deserve a
week's worth of what Dad calls house arrest?
I sat down on the cement step and stared at my
muddy shoes. I meant to stay there until they returned; I
was going to be loyal and brave, but I'm not really that
patient. It was about fifteen minutes later that I stood
and paced the front walk down to the road and back. I
sat down to wait another fifteen.
When it rains in Washington, it is usually more like a
cold sauna with a leak, or moist breath on windows. I
really didn't realize it was raining until I got cold. I had
nothing else to do, so I went up to the door and knocked.
As soon as I knocked I heard that thumping and it
struck me what it could be. It was a hollow, blunt resounding like a dull hammer hitting a wooden dowel. It had the
same force as hammer and nail but the blows were farther
apart. I tried to open the front door. I would say, "Did
you say 'come in'?" if anyone was there. The front door
was locked.
I jumped off the cement steps into the lawn and
headed for the side gate to their back fence. I felt my
heart accelerate. This was usually a bad sign; it meant I
was going to do something I could possibly get in trouble
for. I tensed my body to listen as I moved and heard the
rush in my ears of blood and silence. I had to rub my
hands on my dirty jeans twice before I reached the gate; I
don't know if it was the rain or my sweat. Climbing over
their cedar fence was easy but awkward. I had to jump to
catch the top and pull myself up to the first cross-board. I
stood on that with both hands on the rough pointed slats
at the top as I swung one leg over, then the next.
Once over, I jumped backward but I pushed off a bit
too hard and overbalanced. I had to catch myself with my
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hands as I landed. I left four indents in the soggy grass. A
sliver from the fence went deep into the palm of my
hand.
The sliding-glass door on the back porch went to the
dining room, but the wide, vertical slats of the blinds
were rolled shut, flat against the glass. I tried the door.
The pounding so und from inside had stopped but a
squeaky shuffling started as I slid the door. I thought at
first that it was the door in its track but it continued
after the door stopped. It sounded like tennis shoes on
tile. I had reached up my hand to pull away the blinds
but hesitated. What was that? What was I doing? This
wasn't my house. I started to talk myself out of going
inside.
"Lissa?" That was Dan. I brushed back the blinds and
looked into the dining room. It was dark and empty. I
couldn't see anyone in the living room beyond, either. I
took a step inside and rested my hand on the dining room
table. When I heard my name again, I jumped.
"Lissa," said Dan. He sounded tired. "Under the
table." Their table was oval and made of hardwood. The
top was supported by one center pillar with four legs
splaying out at the bottom. Dan and Jeremy were
snugged up against the one supporting leg.
"What are you doing?" I said. I was confused and
cold and disappointed.
"We can't get out. Could you get your dad? He'll get
us out. " Dan said. The words he said were sensational and
woke me up a bit, but his tone was flat and tired. I looked
at Jeremy. He looked thin and his face was tight. His eyes
were red and he was curled up snug.
"I wasn't crying," he said.
"V
1es, you were, " sat"dD an.
"Was not," he said. His voice wavered and his eyes
opened wider. "I don't cry."
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"It's okay, Jem," said Dan.
"No, it's not, " and he began to cry.
"Why can't you get out of here?" I asked. "Why are
you grounded?" Dan looked back at me and moved his
arms off his belly. Cinched underneath his ribs was his
new bike chain . It wrapped around the table leg.
"You too?" I said to Jem. He nodded, sucking in his
breath. "Can he do that?" I said.
"I don't think so. I don't know," said Dan. "But he
can't hit us; look at ]em's arm." I shuffled in closer to Jem
and reached out a hand. Jem sunk back.
"D on)t touch my arm.I"
"Okay, show it to me, Jem. I won't touch it," I said.
"Promise?" he said. I nodded and he lifted his good
arm off of the other one. The elbow bent too far and
there was a smear on the floor where it lay.
''I'll go get my parents. Is he coming back?" I said.
"I guess so."
"Where's your mom? " I said. They didn't know.
Running home took so long. I kept remembering
things I should have done or taken care of. Where was
my backpack? I think it was still on their porch. Would
he know I had been there? I kept hiding from cars; I had
to rake the winding roads instead of the main road. I realized that there was no puppy in their house. He had lied
to me. That made me mad. I wondered who had answered
the phone when Bev called. My mother was usually out
in the yard and Dad wasn't home. Bev was probably back
to complaining about her arm and physical therapy. Her
arm would never be the same.
When I burst in the door, mother hung up the phone
and ran toward me.
"We heard you went through the marsh again. Lissa,
don't," she said. Dad came out of the kitchen and threw
an orange at me.
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"That's for not calling before you decide to fall in a
swamp," he said. "You need to give us some sort of warning for these things."
"I found Dan and Jem," I said. My parents were
silent. Mother's hands fell from my shoulders to her sides;
she didn't seem to know what to do with them.
"He can't do that, can he?" I said. "I know he can't
break ]em's arm, but can he tie them up?" Dad shook his
head and went to the phone. After Dad hung up the
phone, he made me tell him what I saw. Then we got in
the car and drove to Dan's house to meet the police. The
lights were on when we arrived, and Dan's stepdad was
standing in the front door letting the light spill out onto
the lawn, onto my backpack against the step. His figure
cut the light in half and he stood there and yelled into the
street, his hands pressed against the doorjamb. His face
scrunched up when he opened his mouth that wide. I'd
never seen him like this. I can imagine that he talked
sweetly to the policemen at first, offered them pizza and
apologized that he couldn't let them in. I slid down in the
seat. Dan and Jem came to stay with us that night after
the hospital. It should have been fun, but Dan talked like
Auntie Bev and Jem listened to him for hours. I didn't
know what to say.
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Art

A

RN OLD YAWNED AND GLANCED OUT ACROSS THE

guests in attendance at the annual Greerson Art
Show. The room had polarized, pushing the art
makers away from the art buyers and art critics. Against
the far wall, the painters and sculptors stood in bunches
of three and four or sat around a coffee table littered with
paper plates, crumby napkins, and left-over toothpicks.
One of the artisans had swept the crumbs off a corner of
the coffee table and was building a slender pyramid from
plastic champagne glasses. The noise of other conversations
overwhelmed their words, but Arnold could see them carving masterpieces in the air with visionary gestures.
The artists were separated from everyone else by an
empty space, an invisible moat that outlined their territory. Periodically one would cross this trench to gather
hors d' oeuvres, slowly pushing through the 1:rowd of dark
blue business suits, loading up a plate, then weaving their
way back. There seemed to be no other interaction between
the two groups; however, the conservatively dressed mob
of agents and reps, critics and collectors made up for that
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lack by exchanging business cards with frantic energy.
The sounds of introductions and reunions bubbled over
the serious talk about commissions. Under chis enterprising buzz, che scholarly drone of arc critics saturated the
room.
Ac Arnold's left, a gentleman was explaining che direct
connection between Byzantine iconography and the Pop
Arc movement. After establishing a background for his
listeners, he was just beginning co articulate the ethereal
conviction manifest in Andy Warhol's lacer productions.
Arnold, though, watched rather than listened as the man
repeatedly smoothed isolated wisps of brown hair back
down on his scalp. Arnold yawned again.
Excusing himself from the treatise, Arnold set out for
the hors d' oeuvres cable, carrying his paper place and napkins in front of him like authorization papers. He traced
an awkward path through the obstacle course of dark blue
suit coats, winding around the thickly packed discussions,
sidling between back-co-back conversations until he
reached che caterers' fashionable display.
Ac che cable, he exchanged blank scares with che white
linen and shiny platters and parsley garnishes. He sighed,
then began co pick ac the food mechanically, placing selections on his place without really paying accencion co them.
He looked up co see a woman step out of the crowd, her
loose-fitting orange dress in sharp contrast co che background of navy blue polyester. She began co harvest che
trays ac che ocher end of che buffet, piling hors d' oeuvres
onto a napkin spread open in her hand.
Arnold turned back co the cubed turkey. He hesitated
over which piece co scab until che fuzzy bit of green cellophane chat copped his toothpick caught his accention .
Then he dropped the toothpick on the cable, quietly
cleared his throat, and shuffled along che cable cowards
the woman.
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"I couldn't help but notice your enthusiasm," he said.
"Are they that good?"
''I've tasted better," she muttered.
Then she laughed a party-guest laugh, flicking the
garnish off a Townhouse cracker covered with cream
cheese, and placed the snack on the top of her pile.
Arnold looked at her more closely.
"I hope you won't mind my asking, but aren't you
Bethany Mills?" he asked.
"Yes ... ," she said, without quite letting go of the
word.
''Arnold Baumgartner," he supplied quickly. "I
wanted to compliment you on your work. Your showing
last season was tremendous."
"Oh, really? You liked my sculpture chat much?"
"I thought it was fabulous. Out of all the ... "
"Why?"
He blinked, then scared for a moment. A memory of
Bethany's contribution to last year's show squirmed its
way into his mind: the sculpture dangled several inches
above the floor-a mannequin held upright by the chick
wire armature twisted around his throat. The arms and
hands screeched out into the air and dozens of washers,
spray-painted gold and silver, dangled down from fishing
line tied to the fingers. The back half of its head had been
sawed away and the eye sockets were drilled out. A length
of neon cubing had been implanted to replace the missing
cranium; in sickly, yellow light, it spelled out "a-r-t. " Its
arms and torso and legs were layered with patches and
strips of dark blue cloth.
Something about the memory gave Arnold a nasty,
prickling sensation in the back of his throat, like he had
swallowed a fish bone.
"le ... choked me," he muttered, still gazing at the
sculpture.
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"What?"
"Well, when I saw it, I ... that is to say, it captivated
me. The juxtaposition of such diverse elements was bold
and daring. It simply demanded consideration. The manner in which you employed twentieth-century-America
miscellany was a keen translation of your vision of the
culture. Your mannequins reached out to the audience
and forced a reconsideration of life; or rather, they revealed
life. In fact, I would be so bold as to say that the mannequins are us-they are America. And ... there is an
ethereal conviction manifest in your productions."
"Hmm," she said, smiling. "Thank you ... "
''Arnold. Arnold Baum ... "
Coughing suddenly at the prickle down his throat, he
turned his head to the side and covered his mouth, worried chat he might have swallowed a toothpick splinter or
something. At his apology, Bethany just smiled. Another
fie of coughing distracted him, and while he struggled to
keep his composure, she collected several glasses of champagne in her free hand. Then she turned and walked back
toward her companions. Arnold stared after her until a
set of dark blue, double-breasted jackets cut across her
trail.
"You're welcome," he mumbled.
Looking down at the plate still in his hand, he wondered why he'd bothered to collect such an assortment of
appetizers. He set them down on the table and picked up
a glass of champagne instead. After making sure nothing
had accidentally fallen into the glass, he took a drink, trying to tile his head so chat the liquid would wash down
whatever was stuck there in his throat.
Loud laughter suddenly burst from the artists' division.
Arnold shuffled to the side of a tall, blue-dad corporate
representative so he could see what had happened. Conversations hushed as other curious guests also turned, hoping
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be included in the entertainment. Through the crowd,
Arnold could see Bethany sitting amid the laughter. Then
she turned and smiled at him and he suddenly felt the
splinter in his throat again. He wished he could reach
down through his ear and scrape the irritation away, but
instead he gulped the rest of his champagne.
The artists didn't bother to explain their humor, so
the ocher guests returned co their discussions. Arnold
retreated back along the serpentine path to the critics'
gathering place, letting the drone of their commentaries
soothe his ears and throat.
to
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Anahola

W

E HAD BEEN TRYING TO HITCH A RIDE FOR

half an hour without any luck, our sandals
flapping on the hot road, our backpacks
growing heavier. A flipper from the snorkeling gear on
my back scraped against my left leg and left a faint chalky
line on my tanned skin. I stopped for a moment to lick
my finger and rub it out. A car approached and we
quickly assumed the posture of the weekend hitchhiker:
straightened arms forming a square with our bodies, rigid
thumbs forming a square to our hands-the geometry of
naivete. We had yet to develop the slack-necked dirge of
the career hitchhiker: the slow, deliberate steps of someone never in a hurry but always headed somewhere. The
car passed us by. I looked back at Jen's sunburned face
and she gave me a fat-toothed smile. I lifted my eyebrows. This was the soundless dialogue that kept us walking. Her too-big necklace dangled across her chest. "I got
it when I was in Egypt," she had told me earlier that
week.
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"What's it supposed to be?" I had asked.
''A beetle. It was a gift from the family I was staying
with." It hung from a simple leather cord, was as big as a
golf ball, and indignantly dared any article of clothing to
go with it. Only Jen had the confidence to wear that
necklace, I thought. But she didn't wear it with the overt
confidence that inspires self-depreciation in others; Jen
had a self-contained assurance that could feel comfortable
walking in silence with another person on an empty road.
She could do that. She could dress a room in silence and
leave you wrapped in your own sound.
''All this walking makes me feel like I'm back on my
mission," I said, trying to make conversation. Jen obliged.
"How long have you been home?"
''About a year. No wait-" I did the math. ''A week
from tomorrow it'll be exactly a year."
"Wow, I'll bet it's great to be back. "
"Yeah, it is. It's good to be back." I looked down at
my feet.
'Tm thinking about serving a mission."
I looked back at Jen. "Really?"
"Yeah."
"Th at 's great. H ow soon.;,"
"Probably in December."
"That's great. That's really great."
Pause. Feet scuffled on the road, heads turned to
check for a possible ride.
"So why did you go on a mission?"
"Oh, I dunno. Thar's a hard question to answer. I
guess I knew it was the right thing to do and that it was
the right time of my life for it."
''Are you glad you went?"
"Well yeah, I mean, who wouldn't be? I mean, it was
a great experience, you know. A once-in-a-lifetime kinda
thing chat you sort of have to do. You know?"
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"Hm."
"I mean, I'm totally glad I went and all, and I wouldn't
trade it for anything, it's just . .. I dunno. I'm just glad to
be home and I'm glad that it's over."
I wished that Jen hadn't brought up my mission. I'd
only been home for such a short time that I was still trying
to make sense of the experience, and sometimes I didn't
know what to think. Part of me remembered the aching
beauty of seeing a family give themselves to God and
another part of me remembered that I'd baptized families
just to get my mission president off my back. Grace, in
my mission, was not a gift from a loving God, but an
economic contract between a priesthood-bearing CEO
and his multi-level marketing team. If you came up in the
black at the end of the month, you were saved; if you
came up red, forget it. My mission president's loud,
former-drill-sergeant voice found its way into my head to
fill the silence of the road: "'I the Lord am bound when
ye do what I say, but if ye do not what I say, ye have no
promise.' Clearly, then, elders and sisters, whoever does
not complete his baptismal goal with the Lord will have
no promise. No promise of baptisms, no promise of a
happy and successful life after the mission, no promise of
a spouse and a family. Now get out there my little army
and make me proud. I think that everyone who serves a
mission should first do a tour of duty with the military,
because that teaches you obedience and discipline. In the
Army they'd tell us to go find them a pink frog and did
we ever ask them where we could find one or tell them
that no it was too hard and we couldn't do it? No! We'd
just go do it and we knew that we could do it because
they had asked us to and we did whatever they told us
come hell or high water no matter what and it came to
the point where we'd find a green frog and we'd paint it
pink, elders and sisters we would paint that frog pink
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because that's what they'd asked us for and we were going
to deliver it to them no questions asked, so elders and sisters I don't ever want to hear a word out of any of you
that this is too hard and that you can't do it, because the
Lord needs you to do it no matter what happens or how
tough an area is or whatever excuse you come up with it's
not good enough for the Lord ... "
"Ben?"
"Huh?"
Jen tugged at my sleeve and guided me toward a
VW van that had just pulled off the side of the road.
The VW drowsily urinated some fluid from its engine
block and jostled back and forth under the stress of its
tenuous existence. A kid about my age in the passenger
seat opened up the side door while the driver grooved to
the Bob Marley playing on the worn-out car stereo. It
sounded like a bootleg from a live show. As we climbed
in, I started to look for a place to sit down. Jen managed
to find a seat among the mass of sleeping bags, foam
pads, and backpacks, but it took me a while longer and I
felt like a chicken circling around her nest before she
finds the right way to sit on her eggs.
"Thanks a lot for picking us up, " I heard Jen say.
"No problem," the guy in the passenger seat said. He
was looking at us over his shoulder. He told us his name,
but all I remembered was that he was the guy with the
grin. He had short hair with the starts of some dirty
dreadlocks. The driver had on a large woven hat that covered what might have been dreads in a more advanced
state, but I couldn't tell from where I was sitting. He
hunched over the steering wheel, obviously entranced by
the curves of the road. The guy with the grin kept talking. He and his friend were from Oregon and had only
been here a few weeks, alternately working and camping
on the beach. We compared notes.
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"Have you been to Kapa'a beach?" Jen asked.
"Yeah," said Grin, "We were just there last week.
Beautiful. Are you guys coming from there now? "
"No," I answered, "we were just snorkeling at the
tunnels."
"So how'd you guys end up in Hawaii?" Jen this time.
"Jah brought us here. " He grinned even bigger and
turned to face the road. I looked at Jen quizzically. He
means God, I thought. Jah. It fit, but we didn't ask them
more about it. My MTC training started to kick in and I
thought about building on common beliefs-Ammon,
King Lamoni, and the Great Spirit; the whole schtick. I
kept my mouth shut, though.
Jen got him talking again. "So have you picked up
many other people today?"
Grin: "Yeah. Whenever we get the chance we try to
pick people up. It's good karma. "
Jen: ''I'll bet you've met a lot of cool people."
The driver spoke for the first time. "Tell them about
the lady from this morning. "
Grin smiled even bigger at the memory. "We picked
up this lady today who's into the whole Indian-Native
American scene. When we told her we followed Jah she
told us this story, said we reminded her of it. You wanna
hear it?"
He started the story: "She told us this story about this
mouse who lived in some mouse village and one day he
hears a roaring sound chat none of the other mice in the
village heard. They said he was crazy for hearing it but
he knew chat he heard it so he went to go look for where
it came from. So he went to go find this roaring sound
and came to a cliff and from the edge he could hear the
sound really loud, but he couldn't look over to see what it
was so he jumped. He jumps off the cliff and while he's in
the air he sees that it's a river that's been making the roaring
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sound, but he's never seen a river before so it's something
totally new to him. Anyway, he falls into the river, but
he's totally jived, right, from what he's seen so he goes
back to tell all the other mice but they don't believe him
and tell him he's crazy. And since his hair is all messed up
from being wet he looks different than they do so they
kick him out."
He paused for a second to swallow and wipe his
mouth. "He goes to see the river again except for this
time he heads for the mountain so that he can see the
whole thing and won't have to jump again. He's heading
up the mountain, right, and he comes across a fox or a
wolf or something and it's wounded and it asks the
mouse to give him his eye. The fox or wolf or whatever
says that if he can eat the mouse's eye he'll be all better. "
Jen: "Weird."
Grin: "Trippy, huh? But he does it, right. The mouse
gives him one of his eyes and he gets all better. So then
the mouse keeps going and he runs into a bird ... "
The driver: "An eagle."
Grin: "Yeah, right, it's an eagle and it's hurt too and it
asks the mouse for his other eye."
Me: "Why his eye?"
Grin: "I dunno, he just does. Only the mouse knows
that without his eyes he can't ever see the river again,
which is a problem."
Jen: "What does he do?"
Grin: "This is the cool part: He gives the eagle his last
eye and starts waiting to go blind and die there on the
mountain when all of a sudden he feels himself flying."
The driver: "He turned into the eagle."
Grin: "Yeah, he turns into the eagle and he looks
around and he sees the river and his old village and the
mountain ."
Jen: "That's cool. I like that."
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Me (quieter): "Yeah, chat's neat."
"So chat's what the lady cold us." He wiggled his eyebrows. "Pretty there, huh?"
Jen: "Yieah".
''Anyway," he ran his fingers through his stubby hair,
"chat's what it is to follow Jah."
Grin turned back around and I started paying attention to the Bob Marley on the stereo. The wah-wah on
the guitar was great. I remember that especially.
We didn't talk much after that. We listened to the
music, swayed with the pull of the winding road, and felt
the warm Pacific air in our lungs, in our mouths, and
across our skin. I rested my head on my knee and got
into the rhythm of the road-the bumps, the humming
of tires on pavement. I watched the ocean breathe and
tried to pronounce the lyrical, over-voweled Hawaiian
names on the road signs. ''Anahola." I mouthed to myself.
"Anahola, Anahola, Anahola." I looked over at Jen. She
was flying with her eyes closed.
When they dropped us off, the one with the grin
shook our hands-not firmly like a missionary, but a
friendly tug on fingers.
"Positive vibes," he said.
We thanked him.
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Peace Purchased
of Separation

S

EPARATION-A WORD INEXORABLY TIED IN MY MIND

to the landscape and history of Kalaupapa, Molokai.
Kalaupapa is a peninsula separated geographically
from the rest of the island of Molokai by 3,500 foot high
sea cliffs, the tallest in the world. With all the features of
a natural prison-towering cliffs to the north and pounding surf on its other three sides-the peninsula seems
designed for isolation and separation. It was an ideal site,
the authorities of the 1860s thought, for a settlement for
those with Ma'i Ho'oka'awale, "the separating sickness,"
called leprosy in Haole terms. Fear of a possible epidemic
caused Hawaiian authorities to quarantine anyone who
showed signs of leprosy. The disease caused swelling,
desensitization , deformity, and sometimes eventual loss
of affected body parts, most often including fingers,
toes, lips, ears, eyes, and noses. Contagious and debilitating, leprosy separated the patients from society even as
it physically separated their appendages from their limbs.
Those with symptoms resembling the early stages of the
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disease were forced to leave their homes with no
prospect of ever returning. Between 1866 and 1949,
Kalaupapa was considered a living tomb for the approximately eight thousand patients who were torn from
home and family and sent there for lifelong exile to
Makanalua, "the given grave," as the peninsula was once
called. Some of those exiled were reported by friends
and neighbors to authorities for a $10 bounty. Some
who actually did not have the disease were mistakenly
sent but after exposure could not return home. Some
were pushed off the ships that brought them to Kalaupapa and left to swim ashore alone, a fitting beginning
to their future lives of isolation.
The patients of Kalaupapa-mothers, children, husbands, Hawaiian, Chinese, Haol~were banished to a
world without law. In the early days of the settlement,
before medical personnel or religious leaders volunteered
to come to Kalaupapa, the patients were left to themselves with no organization, assistance, or guidance. Tales
of the comparatively healthy patients dominating those
whose leprosy was further advanced, of drunkenness,
debauchery, and lawlessness made exile to Kalaupapa an
even more frightening prospect for new patients. Theirs
was a life of true separation, of pain, of fear, and of hope
only in an afterlife free from the helplessness of their situation. From this hope, many patients grew to depend
increasingly on God and invited missionaries from the
Catholic and Lutheran congregations of Honolulu to
bring religion to Kalaupapa. As the influence of these
churches became stronger in the settlement-through
the work of selfless volunteers, many of whom later contracted the disease-the anarchy of the earlier days
slowly dissipated and was replaced by a sense of ohana
(family/community) and a collective effort to find happiness despite the pain and loss.
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Following the discovery of sulfa treatments for leprosy
in the 1940s, che authorities gave the patients freedom to
move elsewhere. The shameful disease was no longer their
jailer, yet few chose to leave. The peninsula imprisoned
their hearts, captivated their memories, and held their
lives in the sway of its pervading peace-peace wrought
from the tears of loss in a town chat weeps from a century
of sorrow and cradles the souls of chose welcomed into
the family of isolation. Today they choose Kalaupapa,
where the aina--the total environment of land, sea, and
sky-pulses with peace and serenity, where the scene of
dew-kissed flowers perfumes an air chat breaches almost
audibly with the soothing rhythm of the surf
The patients, while at peace with themselves and their
exile, are very wary of outsiders. Those who remain in the
settlement today are older-the last patients were sent
there in the mid-l 940s and patients were not permitted
to have children (there was even a sterilization program in
place for many years)-and most have no memory of life
anywhere else. Kalaupapa is their only home and the
ocher patients are the only family most of them know.
The Scace of Hawaii has promised chem chat Kalaupapa
will remain theirs for the rest of their lives. With chis
assurance and their history there, the patients have highest priority in the settlement. Yet Hawaii's government is
anxious to preserve Kalaupapa's peculiar history and landscape and in 1980 accepted a National Park Service proposal to create a National Historical Park there. Though
the park is not open to visitors, the Park Service has
rangers stationed in the settlement to begin the process of
restoration and protection in preparation for a time when
access to the peninsula will be freer. With the increasing
influence of the park staff and awareness of the government's plans for Kalaupapa, the patients worry that the
peace they have made for themselves might be taken from
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them. But, they are determined not to let themselves be
banished again.
To ensure their rights will be protected, the patients
elected a council to mediate with the various government
agencies now present in the settlement. The council establishes and enforces strict rules for visitation to the peninsula to better protect the patients' privacy. Tourists may
visit only if accompanied by a resident or official from the
settlement, and then only if the visitor is over sixteen
years old. Those who run the daily mule and bus tours of
the peninsula must agree to strictly control who they
bring into the settlement, where they go, and how long
they stay-the general rule is char without a specific permit from the council, visitors cannot stay longer than
four hours on the peninsula. The Park Service, State
Department of Health, and other organizations who
co-manage affairs on the peninsula must obtain permission for every personnel position and visitor they wish to
bring in. Staff members with families or spouses who are
not employed in the settlement cannot live in Kalaupapa,
but must hike down the trail for work each day and back
up to go home at night.
As a volunteer in the Sierra Club's Hawaii Service
Trip Program, I was a member of a service group the
National Park Service invited to Kalaupapa in the summer of 1996. The ten group members were approved by
the Patients' Council to work on restoration and clean-up
projects for two weeks under supervision by the park
rangers. In our time there, we met a few of the patients
who still reside in the wooden houses of Kalaupapa and
became somewhat acquainted with the subtle power of
their erstwhile prison to capture the hearts of those who
expenence It.
The only land access to Kalaupapa is a steep trail of
twenty-six switchbacks carved into the steep cliffs after
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the quarantine was lifted. The trail weaves through kukui,
java plum, banyan , and haole koa trees down to the
peninsula. As we followed the hoofprints of donkeys
down the cliffs, the intensity of colors around us surprised me; the lush patchwork of green leaves overhead,
the deep red dirt which billowed with each tromping
step, and the variegation of blues and greens in the deep
ocean below were more vivid and palpable than anything
I'd ever seen.
The sea cliffs were formed millions of years ago when a
tectonic shift or disturbance of the subterranean hot spot
caused half of the then-circular island of Molokai to crumble
and plummet into the sea. Weathered by wind and rain, the
towering rock face left in the wake of the landslide collected
a profusion of plants, blanketing the cliffs in a kaleidoscope
of greens. In the water below, the slide created rock canyons
and valleys which were further shaped by the perpetual
motion of the rolling waves. These arches and peaks,
chasms and caves also gathered life about them-spinner
dolphins, monk seals, green sea turtles, and myriad fish
all careening around in the clear, crisp water. Thousands
of years after the landslide a small but steady volcanic
eruption pulsed layers of magma up from the ocean floor
to create the peninsula of Kalaupapa. With the turn of
each switchback, we could see the results of these natural
phenomena more clearly and came closer to the peninsula
we had heard so much about. I was glad we had come by
the trail to Kalaupapa and had the chance to experience
the true distance of the peninsula's separation.
Kalaupapa has a small airport, but it serves mainly
cargo charters bringing supplies to the settlement. Larger
items are brought in on the yearly barge. The patients
await that "Christmas in July" eagerly, anxious to see a
new car to replace the old station wagon whose door has
been held on by duct tape for six months, the materials for
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the fence they need to protect their garden from foraging
deer, or the headstone for their best friend's grave that has
lain unmarked for several months. But barge day comes
only once a year and the rest of the time the settlement
depends on the small cargo planes to bring in necessities.
To make our hike down less cumbersome, we sent
most of our tools and supplies by plane before taking our
flight into Kaunakakai and a bus from the airport there to
the trail head. At the cargo airport in Honolulu, we saw a
bumper sticker that read "Molokai stay friendly. You like
try?"-Hawaiian creole (or pidgin) for an invitation to
experience the unique hospitality of the people of
Molokai. Going there, you almost unconsciously adopt
their easy, laid-back style.
Perhaps it is this hospitality combined with the simplicity of life in the settlement which makes it such a captivating place. The speed limit signs read "suggested speed
15 mph. " There are no stop lights. Most of the streets are
not divided. People leave their car keys in the ignition.
Houses and rooms are not locked. The library is left virtually unmonitored with just a book on the table where you
can write down what you have borrowed or brought back.
There are no motels or shopping centers in Kalaupapa and
only residents are allowed to shop at the one grocery/convenience store in the settlement. Elaine's, the only establishment which might be characterized as a restaurant, is
nothing more than a couple of picnic tables in somebody's
backyard with a TY, some freezers full of ice cream, and
an older lady sitting reading a magazine who makes sandwiches and pours drinks for the customers. And permeating the picnic tables of Elaine's, the nightly dance classes,
the ramshackle homes, and the slow driving cars is a deep
contentment, a sense of timeless continuity.
The patients can be seen puttering around in their
jungle-like gardens, sitting watching the sunset from their
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porches, fishing off the pier, or talking along the street.
Having lived there for so long, they have formed close
associations and deep friendships. Together they have
created the ambiance of closeness that rypifies their
lives-they are close to each ocher and close with themselves. They are comfortable with the legacy of their disease and wane only char-not piry or shock-from those
they meet. Once you show chat you are not looking at
their disfigured hands and faces, that you are willing to
talk to them, share with them, and serve them, they welcome you as one of their own.
Our accommodations in Kalaupapa were rooms, once
reserved for the nurses, in a Quonset hut at the very edge
of the settlement, where we would not be in the patients'
way or invade their privacy. Yee as we walked through the
streets of the settlement on our way to work or to the cool
water after our work was through, we noticed the patients
watching us and wondering what to think of us. Some of
them would just look, others would wave or stop to talk
as they passed by in their cars. With each encounter, we
felt our separation from them slowly begin to disappear.
After our first afternoon there, when Jed asked one of
the patients if he could borrow a fishing pole, fresh
mahimahi kept appearing on the kitchen counter right
before dinner time. After we talked to some of the patients
and nurses who stopped by the barbeque we had at the
park superintendent's house, we were invited to come line
dancing at the social hall. We often noticed those we'd
met going out of their way to watch us work-sometimes
bringing an "extra" case of cold soda they were "trying to
get rid of" with chem. After we finished restoring the old
he'iau (ancient Hawaiian temple) inside the dormant volcano crater, we were invited to meet with and hear the
stories of some of the residents who had particular interest in chat project. Some of them were not only interested
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in our work, but also in us personally. They welcomed
us eagerly into their homes and their spirit took root in
our hearts.
For me, Kenso Seki, at age eighty-seven one of the
oldest of the patients, is one of those. He boasts of being
the oldest Catholic altar boy in the world, former Scoutmaster for the settlement's boys, and self-appointed
mayor of Kalaupapa. His hands are shrunken and
twisted, but his eyes are bright and his humor high. With
a laugh lurking on his disfigured lips, he tells the story of
how he came to Kalaupapa as a small boy and caused so
much trouble in the Boys' School that Father Dutton
made him sleep in a room attached to the teacher's quarters. He and his best friend, Harold Lee, another former
Boys' School student, still think of themselves as youthful
troublemakers and do their best to fill chat role. One of
their favorite pranks is to startle the deer that feed nightly
in the settlement's open fields. He drives up slowly with
his truck's headlights off, then stops the truck and beams
the lights straight at the deer, which freeze for a moment
then scatter quickly in all directions. Though Kenso is
legally blind, he loves to drive, so there is an unwritten
rule chat if you see Kenso's white Toyota truck on the
road, you get off. He gauges his position on the road by
driving to the right until he feels his tires go off the asphalt
and then veering to the left.
Since the quarantine was lifted in 1969, Kenso has
become one of the most well-traveled of the patients, and
pennants from each of the cities he has visited paper the
walls of his brightly painted house. He loves to talk about
all the places he has been and the many important people
he has met. He was able to fly to Denmark for the dedication of a memorial to Father Damien-one of the first
and most devoted of the missionaries who worked with
the patients until they lost their own lives to leprosy.
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While I looked at the bright pennants, newspaper
clippings, and photos on his living room walls, Kenso
told me some of the great stories of Kalaupapa. He shook
his head while remembering Christmas Eve in 1995 when
former electrician and leprosy patient Norbert Vierra died
and a malfunction chat same night caused a blackout on
the entire peninsula, including the Coast Guard's lighthouse on the west shore. "Nobody knew how to fix anything, so we had a black Christmas!" he exclaimed, eyes
sparkling with humor.
He told me of the changes chat have taken place for
che patients in the years since 1923 when he first came to
Kalaupapa. He wanted me co understand chat the patients
don't feel bitter or sorry for themselves. They have forged
a sense of belonging in the community of their collective
separation. They have dissolved the isolation which sent
chem there and made their separation a common bond
between chem. They have taken the discord of their oncetattered existence and built a harmonious life on and with
che land. Once their prison, Kalaupapa is now che stage
for their liberation from the harsh tragedy of their past.
Because we chose to listen and accept, we were enfolded
by their belonging, included in their ohana, and encompassed by their deep serenity.
~

Looking down at the settlement from Pala' au Stace
Park at che top of the trail, where we waited for our ride
back to the airport, I felt curiously as ifI had not escaped
a prison, but wrought one in my own heart, a prison
where the unity of heart and 'aina, the beauty in separation, the loneliness, dignity, and aloha implicit in the
spirit of Kalaupapa were to be locked in remembrance
and held closely. The land of separation gave life to the
unity of our group and gave meaning to the loneliness
deep in each of our souls.
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Below me, I saw the buildings of the settlement clustered along the east shore of the peninsula and realized
that the Kalaupapa I had just come to know would soon
be no more. Just as upon the death of the last patient, the
settlement will become a tourist park and cease to function as it has, the land itself is slowly erasing the signs of a
disappearing civilization-closing the separating gap
caused by human presence there. Vegetation is swiftly
repossessing the land around buildings fallen into disuse. The objects-chairs, clothes, utensils, and old
cars-left behind by those who have escaped the prisons
of their disfigured bodies, have rusted and deteriorated
so they are nearly indiscernible from the pebbles of the
shoreline. Nature seems eager to reclaim what was once
hers before the settlement has even finished its sad history. In the melody of the surf caressing the stones of
the beach and the whispering of the leaves outside the
windows of the Quonset hut lies the secret rhythm of
Kalaupapa-the pathos of ages past and the peace purchased of separation.
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Linda VanOrden

Autumn Mourning
Wet September trickled through our door with Mr. AbberlyEarly for a change.
Shaking his trench coat,
Sprinkling translucent beads from his
Red beard,
He collapsed ro the floorBy the umbrella stand
In our porch where the cobwebs hung.
My mother held his head,
Helped him ro speak
About the birth of his new son,
Seth,
And the death of his wife
At three that morning.
I crouched behind the white banister
On the stairs
That Monday morning before school,
Picking a ketchup stain from my school tie.
No more orange squash or Garibaldi biscuits after class
In Mrs. Abberly's white srone kitchen.
I don't know why death didn't strike me as strange
When I was seven.
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A Sense of Belonging
During the spring in Texas, the usual summer crews of
orange-vested Mexicans, the tractor mowers and weed
whackers, by the order of unknown Austin men in air
conditioning, leave the highway grass tracks for the
wildflowers-Bluebonnet and Indian Paintbrush.
On my once-yearly drive home in April, I leave Interstate 20
for Highway 6. I mention this because my only attachment
to home is this drive through the towns, their two streetlights, or maybe one caution yellow, the small oil derricks
like donkeys, heads-bobbing-these places I never grew
up m.
Academia failed my father, or vice versa, another Ph.D.
who ate inordinate amounts of rice and beans to pay for
his two-bedroom home in a neighborhood free of a single
native tree. Chinese Pistachio, Fruitless Mulberry, Black
Plum and Fig-my father digs around the roots this Saturday morning, mulch, manure, organic treatments.
I'm moving the hive in the backyard in a few minutes, he
tells me, knees shifting over sod, not looking up, to out by
that shed on Wellborn Road. Huisache-He picks up a
grub, tears it in half, drops it in the mulch. Huisache's in
bloom over there. Do you want to help?

For two years my father has kept bees, five or six hivesBuckfasc, Cordovan Italian, a couple feral queens-all as
if the manifest metaphor of his own words: I finally put
God first in my life, after fifty years.
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Yellow-mesh veil, suede gloves to the elbows, a white bee
suit, pant legs rubber-banded at the ankles. The hive is
just a wooden box with the holes drilled near the bottom,
comb-heavy top bars cut from crates left behind a supermarket, set on cement blocks. Drunk and full, like leopards, leg-heavy with pollen from Indian Hawthorn, they
return to the hive, a low humming, a mantra.
Will you be staying a while? he asks, drops a match into
the smoker, squeezes the bellows, flips the cap shut.
Your mother and I will be going to church tomorrow. You're
welcome. Lifts the lid, a spray of bees released, throws
pine smoke over brood and sister workers. Takes a top
bar, a strawberry-shaped cluster of bees on the comb,
sets it in the cradle. See the queen? Isn't she beautiful? She
lowers herself backwards into the cell, fat abdomen first.
A singular transparent egg.

My father returns the top bar, wraps the hive with screen
and duct tape, I carry it to the pickup. Far from the city,
the truck bumps over gravel-filled potholes, my father not
yet aware that tomorrow morning, as I drive north on
Highway 6, he will find a cluster of bees, a couple dozen,
in the cinder block in the backyard. He will plan to move
another hive there, and the stragglers will join them.
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Hot Night with Aunt Coy
Aunt Coy says if she'd got the job
there'd have been four to six minutes between
the tour bus and the back-stage door.
She timed it, judging his stride as just wider than hers,
which was the way she figured it.
Neil Diamond, she says. Just his name,
then a sigh because I still don't understand the rules
or Pinochle. She deals an arc
of cards and shuffles chem back into her hands
like a gift to herself. This game is all hers,
she says, all hers. It hadn't worked out
for Coy-something about her not being able to lift
one hunderd pounds. Doesn't take chat much
to match two shoes, she says,
or powder a nose-even Neil's nose, which is
no small thing. What a jewel
of a summer job. Off-stage Manager's
Assistant. All of a sudden
she drops her cards
and throws up her arms, like she's looking
for a tattoo. She's held a Lot
with chem, she says. A thousand pounds of babies, for
one thing. I do chink they look weak next
to her broad hips-like sprouts from a bulb.
But they're strong as screwdrivers.
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This night Coy dreams it
all over. Neil's teeth gleam in one welded
white arc, like an oracle. And her dead husband sings
back-up. In her mind Scott is altogether
how he looked at the Diamond concert
when they went together in '8 1. Coy could see him
perfectly,
down to the way his lips spread around a grin
that showed his own bridge of teeth
like a cantaloupe rind.
She is up at two this morning. I hear
her turn over Neil's record several times. Long enough
to hear every scratch on every ballad
through the wall.
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Fidalgo Island
The rain at the window is a woman.
She is mute, jealous of the foghorn.
Her fingers dissolve and bead down the glass.
She coats us in grey like wet, bat-wing skin
The town and its one long street.
Out there
through sodden leaves
walks a boy in short sleeves.
He curves his long body, stuffing
himself bit by bit into his pockets.
One sailboat, sails bound
like cautious mouths, churns
past the buoy's warning lights,
slipping out of the harbor's rusting cul de sac.
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House Call
My parents covered the stairs
with carpet, plush green
for Grandpa, who rakes them in the morning
before his cocoa. Grandpa rakes each stair
with respect, shifting languidly
as if to stroke
the backbone of our home.
He invited a woman over
yesterday, who he thought might be
his wife. She was selling cosmetics and doing
quite well with my grandfather
until he forgot and hung up.
She came anyway
and embarrassed us all, though only my father
showed it, bending her business card
until he was holding two halves: Donna Makeup
and Lind Specialist. l shook her hand
like I was palming a pancake,
and she gathered her things
to leave. Her lips looked hard. The rest
of her face pulled in right wrinkles
like the skin around a scab. She could
have been his wife. I believed,
standing in her receding air, what I say
sometimes, that the old
take care of themselves. Back in the house
I watched Grandpa
starring down the stairs.
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Matriarch
This summer Aunt Claire takes me driving
from Prineville
to the Columbia; we can see Washington from its
bank. I use the rest-stop "ladies"
after her, see the Preamble
in her languid scroll on the door of the stall. We the Women
ofthe United States ...
Riverside, our buttocks leave prints like ripe avocados
in the cold mud. We talk, and later,
in her car, I sit on a towel bur she
takes her pants off, drives past the station
and waves at the ranger in her panties.
I ask why she never had children. She says,
we don't any of us know our own bodies.
I throw my pants in the back seat. In the motel we fall asleep
to the Discovery Channel. She says it has that effect
on her. I wake up to hysterical laughing-2 a.m. animal
laughter that sounds like retching. The narrator's
sterile voice:
With hyenas, it is females
that preside. The birth ofdaughters
is an event, and twins-when such a thing occurs-come slick
with strong, dense limbs.
Awash in testosterone, they literally
come out fighting.
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Claire is gaping in her sleep. Her mouth is soft red-rimmed,
the rest invisible. The sounds from her soft, open mouth
are what have awakened me after all. Well, then, the wilderness
may be in our blood, she would say.
Claire is the oldest-thirty-nine and unmarried. Claire says
my grandmother, her speckled eyes
bright as salmon backs, bore her daughters early,
and chat she was lucky. The next morning, she brings me
the continental
breakfast: M&Ms from the vending machine. We are gone
before the wake-up call.
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How Witches Die
A long-toothed woman has lain in this field all winter,
waiting for the earth to take her
back, waiting to melt like the snow,
to water the spring
lilies, then rise up in a thousand
nodding white heads.
She has come to this field for years .
As turkeys thaw on kitchen counters
and tiny white lights go up
all down Main Street, she pulls
on an old brown sweater that used to smell
of cigarettes and Old Spice, stuffs
her pockets with old photographs and jewelry,
shuffles away, full of faith, humming
some old ditty from when she was a girl.
She always leaves the front door open.
On the sidewalk, brides saunter, holding
hands with their young grooms
fresh from the chapel and smelling
of carnations and cream cheese mints;
they hesitate and strain
to catch a glimpse of someone at the stove,
someone stretched out on a recliner
in front of the television-suddenly they will want
to hurry on, seeing the house
is really just a senseless head, mouth
propped open by a swollen tongue.
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In March you can go to the field
and find the old woman rising,
hair matted and flat behind her head, skirt muddy and
wet.
Thinking of passing again through the gaping,
mute hole of her house, she'll pause:
fingers clenched and eyes shut tight, she'll try
to shoot down roots and clutch
the earth to her in a thousand tiny white fists.
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My Grandfather's Chair
on My Mother's Side
The bird flies from my hands and I've had
my chance, I think. My parents will never trust me
with another pet. Which reminds me of the chair
I accidentally burned up in our garage. My
grandfather's chair, crafted out of mahogany,
near which I was careless with matches and candles and
rolled magazines lit at one end. The smell
that comes from an old wooden chair, the way the
flames acted like fingers, feeling away the wood. I loved
the way the polish sizzled when I touched the flame
to it. I burned two of the legs into charcoal. I
had been responsible for the death of memory
they said. Stupid, my father would yell at me and promise
to never forgive me. And now I've lost
my bird and it's out in the air catching
diseases that it doesn't know about. It's
landing all wrong in the trees, perching where
sparrows or robins belong and standing out
with its bright yellow body and green trim.
What will she eat? For weeks my mother has complained
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about the starlings nesting at the end of our gutter.
Garbage birds, she called them once. I treat most things
with care, and I feel bad about the chair. I know
that I have had lousy mo men ts. I can't alchemize
anything back out of air or smoke. My mother
went to beat the fire out with a long-strawed broom.
I was grabbing the air with my fists for inches, feet, and
the diameter of entire planets after my bird lifted off.
She slapped the broom on the concrete floor when
the straw caught fire. She pressed her lips to
my father's neck and then pulled back an inch
to whisper everything that I had done. My parents
keep the chair, as disfigured and worthless as it is, they
keep it in the garage still. They never sat on it anyway,
and I'm sorry that I tempt the outcome of things.
No sorries come from them afterwards. They are cold
and I do not speak. To be beautiful could be the mark
of heredity or luck and there is nothing I can do
for my bird. Not even her instincts
of hunger or home will bring her back.

77

Nathan Furr

Neighbor
When the wind becomes bitter
and the snow stings my eyes
I think of you HejtmanSalzburg, March 1939, Getriedegassecarrying your sacks of books to burn.
I think of the excitement in your face,
more than a child's, and the vision of flames
that crosses in your thick glasses like the clouds
of many sunsets passing at once.
I would laugh at this image of you,
because it seems so typical,
so much like the adventure movies now
where you would be
a black-hearted Nazi, a mad dog.
You would stumble
over the words on your tongue.
This would be the easy way,
except that you chewed slowly,
you stepped off the sidewalk for people passing,
appreciated pastry and good music. If I could shock
then I might have something to claim,
but you were only a man I knew,
a friend of my neighbor on Hanuschplatz.
Remember the Christmas parry? I told the joke
about the three dogs and you laughed the hardest.
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Three months lacer, going to burn books
with the rest of the town,
I bumped into you
knocking your glasses awry on your face.
For a moment the still of your blue eyes
met the silence of mine,
until I recognized you.
Then we ran together
like brothers to the fire.
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These Questions
I have listened as carefully as I can, outside Honeymoon
Chapel, to all the advice: a bluebird's breath, soft as a
spider's filament; a plastic shovel and red bucket in the
grass cracking raindrops open to release the click trapped
inside each one.
I knew it had to go on.
Is that what you knew?
Look for it, under the letters
the way you look under a face
card when playing blackjack.
The green-felt table tops, stools
keeping your feet off the ground,
the clink of drinks and click
of plastic chips. "Can we get out
of here," can we get out?
The air is smoke, the eyes numb
from seeing. "Excuse us sir, "
will you excuse us?
The whole city
yawns in my ear and stays there
all the way from Vegas to
Big Cottonwood. Driving asleep
and not asleep, we let the day
show us its colors: straw,
old snow, and tired sky.
"Are we there yet?" Winding up
the drain of the canyon's sink,
are we there? Each curve
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a kink in my side, a question mark
carving its way up my spine.
At the lodge, the smell of money on my breath, my hands
are discovering how to help you come up the stairs-your
white dress-help you through the door, the threshold. Is
that what I'm lifting you for? A voyage into another
dimension? Maybe it is. Maybe I can't rake a step because
I don't dare disturb the universe. "Oh come on, that's so
stupid." That's stupid, isn't it?
There was a question I asked myself
all night as I slept beside you. Now,
because I woke up before you,
because the room is white and the window
is white and your face is white-I remember
what it was. I remember my dear,
what the question was. And I can tell
by the way your eyes move behind their lids
and the way you breathe with your lips
parted, that you are asking yourself the same thing.

81

Caren Schofield

How Many Witches Did Salem Hang?
I remember Bruno only when he was big as a horse
to me and we cried to ride him but he'd sit every time
we mounted. He had no imagination for Silver with
baling twine reins. But he could "shake" and sometimes
I'd lift both paws and make him dance with me.
One morning he brought to our driveway a black
cow tail, the bulbous joint still bloody. One end
a frayed arrow of hair, the other a smooth white
ball streaked with red and black and smelling of sweet
relish. My father wouldn't touch it. When the severed
goat hoof showed up he took Bruno to the pound.
This summer Ron Parkins down the road was
wakened with three of his horses crowding the pasture
gate. The fourth lay in a corner, legs straight and cold,
its head hacked off, ripped more than sliced.
Headlines named a satanic cult of scarred teenagers
who meet under a concrete bridge at midnight.
But there were no arrests. The head never showed.
I wondered whose yard the bloody head would greet
some morning stuck on a stake. Its eyes still wide
against its murderer, shredded skin hanging
in daylight, drooling rust down wood.
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Before I Came to My Body
I Entered Elizabeth Bishop
Like a timid word through the ear,
I became an image behind her eyes.
She was ambrosial-the way her hair
curled out of her head, the way her lips
parted. I wanted to swirl in her poems,
warm as the spin of her breath.
I spilled myself desperately down
the slant of her neck and shoulder,
leaving footprints like a chill
shuddering across her dimpled arm.
I ached in the chords of her dewy palm
and spread heavy through the curl of fingers
but couldn't enter the cold clink
of her pen. She looked so worried.
From the whites of her fingernails
I watched every word grow. Her one art.
A cruel mastery, and I enslaved, always
enduring the rise of sweat on our skin,
always knowing that I was one more thing
she was losing.
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Sunburn
It was the day of the car show
and when we came home
the kitchen was a garlicky hell,
laughter and Chicago Spanish
coming out the windows.
So you sat on the front steps and I
on your knees. I sponged
my copper polished legs
soaking through my skirt
while you rubbed ice
on my shoulders.
You didn't have to remind me that I
refused the sunscreen twice
but I barely felt your goodnight
because your lips were burnt sore, too.
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Tandoori House
This morning I can still taste
Vindaloo and popadumsStale on your breath
From the curry house at Picadilly CircusAnd I want to bottle
The night
In coriander and ginger
So the cool air won't tamper
With its flavor
Or erase the Punjabi texture
As though we'd never tasted firelight.
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with a minor in film . She enjoys working with multimedia and
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the Sundance Utah Young Artist's Photography Award. Her
most recent achievement is the publication of her work in
Rolling Stone. Christina also completed an internship at the
Polaroid 20x24 studio in New York.
On a mission to Uruguay, Whitney Fox will be writing an
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food stores and spends most of her time in her head.
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BYU. She grew up in Oregon on the Columbia River Gorge
but feels at home wherever there are pine trees. Her ambitions
are to drive across every state in the U.S. and to live in
Montana. She has never been to Italy.
Scott Alan Hanson is an art and English major. He was reared
in Blackfoot, Idaho, served a mission in Micronesia, and attended
Ricks College, where he met his wife. They now have an
adorable baby girl and are expecting another in November.
Jennie R. Leishman, who originally hails from Lancaster,
California, graduated in May 1998 with her MA in English.
Her thesis was a book of poetry titled "Blossoms of Hedge
Garlic." Jennie is now living in Salt Lake City.
James Richards is a graduate student in English at BYU. His
hobbies include crafting Barbie clothing out of fruit leather,
drinking from coco nuts through lico ri ce straws, and stuffing
his ears with raisins. If he doesn't have raisins he uses figs. No
figs? Then dark socks cut into small pieces-and he's always
got dark socks.
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Caren Schofield is from the back hills of Riddle, Oregon,
where incidents like "How Many Witches" are more common
than they should be. She is a senior studying humanities, and
she writes poetry in her spare time.
Kristen Tracy received her MFA from Vermont College. She
also earned an MA in American literature from BYU. She currently lives in Montpelier, Vermont.
Linda VanOrden is originally from a town in England somewhere near Shakespeare country. She won the Ann Doty fiction contest this year. Linda's about to finish her Master's degree
in English-if she ever gets her novel finished! Right now her
time is consumed with potty training her new dog, Bristol, in
between writing and teaching English 115 and 316. She wishes
puppies wore diapers.
Arthur Westover graduated from BYU in April 1998 with a
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End Poetry Club, which has published two anthologies. Arthur
now attends Baylor College of Medicine in Houston, Texas.
Ed Whitley is a graduate student in English studying American
literature. This past summer he spent his time getting married.

88

